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The moft lamentable Tr age die 

Tumor. Now will I hence about thy bufines 
And take my minitlers along with me. 

Thus Nay , nay, let rapeand murderftay with me* 
Ur els lie call my brother backeagaine. 

And cleaue to no rcuenge but Lucius. 

fay you boy es, will you bide with him 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, ’ 

Howl hauegouernd our determindieft, 

Yeelde tohis humour, fmoothandfpeakehimfairc, 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Taut. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad, 
And will orc-reach them in theyr owne deuife*, 

A payreof curfed hell-hounds and their Dam, 

Deme. Adadam depart atplcafure, leauevsheerc. 

7 amora. Farewell lindrontcusy rcuenge now goes 
To lay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Tttus. I know thou dooff, and fweete reuenge farewdli 
Chiron* Tellvs old man, how (hall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come h eth cr, Cuius t and Valentine, 

Ptiblitts. What is your will f 3 
Titus. Know you thefe two ? 

P ub, f he Eropreffe formes I takethem fibironfi emtimu 
Tttus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuchdcccaude, 

The one is Murder,Rapc is the others name, 

And therefore binde them gentle Publius, 

Cuius and V iientine , lay hands on them, 

Oft haue ycuheardme wifh forfuch an houre> 

And now Iliad e it, therefore bi/idc thetn Cure, 

And flop their mouthesif they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villaincsforbcarc, we are the EmprefTe forties, 
Publius * Andthcreforc do wewhat weareconunanded* 
Stop clofe their mouth es, let them nctfpeakea word, 
he fure bound, looks that you binde them faff. 
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Enter Titus Jndronkut vsitb a knife x <mM> Minus 
rpithaBafoHn 

Titus. Come, come Lauinia , looke, thy foes are bound, 
Sirs flop their roouthes, let them not fpealce to me, 

Butlet thetn heare whatfearefull words! vtter. 
Ohvillaincs,Cf)*tc»and Demetrius, , 

Here Hands the fpring whome you haue ltaind with muds 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt, 

You laid her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two of her brothers were con detnnd to deaths 
My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweec hands, her tongue, and that more deerc 
Then bands or tongue, her fpotleflechaftity, 

Inhumaine tray tors, you conftrasnd and fotff. 

What would you fay if I fhould let you fpeake ? 

Yillaincs for fhame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w I meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left ro cut your throates 
Whilft that Lauinia tweene her flumps doth hold 
TheBafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother sneanes to fcaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad, 

Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to duffs 
And with your blood and it lie make a paftc, 
AndofthepafteacofFenl willreare, 
Andmaketwopaffies olyour ffiamefull heads. 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhailowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow herowr.eincreafe. 
Thisisthefeaftthat J hauebid herto, 

And this thebanquet fhe ffiall lurfet on, 

For worfe then Philomel yon vfdemy daughter, 

And woafe then Progne 1 will be reuengd, 
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